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ANOTHER VOICE.

The long day wanes; the slow moon climbs;

the deep
Moans round with many voices.   Come, my

friends,

?Tis not too late to seek a newer world. , . .
ANOTHER VOICE. I cannot praise  a  fugitive and
cloister'd virtue, unexercised and   unbreath'd, that
never sallies out and sees her adversary. , . .

ANOTHER VOICE. Or ever the silver cord be loosed,
or the golden bowl be broken. . . .

Men must endure

Their going hence, even as their coming hither:
Ripeness is all ...

ANOTHER VOICE. The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall
not want . , .

JOHNSON (sitting, slowly and regretfully). Ever since I
saw you last, these many years, I think I have been
foolish and ignorant, for you taught me long ago that
in these voices, which come so quickly when we call
on them, I would find wisdom and beauty. Though
I remembered this, and-sometimes, when business was
not pressing and pleasure began to pall, I heard echoes
of the voices again, I did not ask them to give me
their treasure. But always I felt there was a time ahead
when at last I could sit by the fire and listen to them
again; and now it seems there is ao such time for me,
only this brief last hour. . . .